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Lars' PON. 
As | quietly stepped into our tour bus, James and Jason were both peacefully sleeping in their bunk beds. 


Of course they were fucking sleeping, we just celebrated a successful show and celebrating in Metallica 


basically meant drinking so much, that doctors would later hardly find blood in your alcohol. 


Seeing them so calm while being in such close proximity was downright strange, | had to fight a temptation to 
just stop and take a picture of this fucking miracle. 


But | couldn't, there were other things to do. More important things. What | was about to do might seem 
childish and desperate to some, but honestly, we've had fucking enough. Not just me and Kirk, but the entire 


crew. 


James and Jason couldn't spend two seconds in each other's presence without starting an argument about 


something that always ended with door slamming and name calling. It was just getting annoying. 

The sexual tension between them was so thick that you could practically slice it with a knife, but they were 
two stubborn, frustrated assholes who couldn't deal with their emotions, so they just resorted to silly 
arguments. 


Well that was about to change, whether they want it or not. 


| walked up to them, trying not to make a single sound. Honestly, | don't know what the fuck was | worried 


about. World war 3 could've started around them and they would've slept through it. 


James was sleeping in the upper bunk (how did the motherfucker even get up there?) while Jason slept in the 


bottom one. James' hand was hanging over the edge and that made my task so much easier. 
| pulled handcuffs out of my pocket. A friend of mine thought that it would be a hilarious gift for me and Kirk 
on our second anniversary, but we weren't really into that kind of stuff, so we never found use for them. 


Until now. 


| gently held James’ hand in mine while slowly closing a handcuff around his wrist. He didn't even move. The 


next part was trickier. 


Jason was holding his hand on his chest and | gently lifted it up. He let out a barely audible groan and turned 


his head. | froze for a second, but when he showed no further reaction, | carried on. 


The second handcuff snapped around Jason's wrist and | gently let go of his hand, so it was now hanging in the 
air, held by James. 


| smiled at my handiwork and sneaked out of the bus. There's gonna be hell in the morning, but if this will 


solve their constant bantering that was slowly driving everyone insane, it will be worth it. 
James’ PONV. 


The first thing | felt when | woke up, was something pulling my hand. | could feel some sort of metal on my 
wrist. It felt like a bracelet, but had an unusual amount of weight to it. 


My thoughts were quickly distracted by a splitting headache and nausea that both decided to alert me about 


their presence at the same time. 
It must've been one hell of a party.. | mean, | don't know, its not like | could remember what the hell happened. 


| heard movement underneath me and then felt strong pulling on my hand. That brought my attention back to 


that strange feeling. 


| finally managed to get my eyes fully open and leaned over the edge of my bed, being fully aware that that 
could potentially set my yesterday's dinner free. 


It took me a second to register what | saw. My hand was handcuffed to another hand. It belonged to a person 


who was lazily trying to turn over in the bottom bunk. 


Wait... Wasn't it Newkid who slept.. Motherfuckers. Whoever thought that this prank was a good idea will 
fucking die, | don't care that I'll only have one hand to kill them. 


| did my best to climb down using my free hand. Not becouse | didn't want to disturb Jason or anything, the 


idea of losing my grip and falling like one and a half metres just didn't sound very appealing. 
He probably sensed someone moving his hand around and was already woking up. 

"Stop it... 

"Get your ass up, we have a problem here." 


He slowly opened his eyes and blinked a few times, probably blinded by the sun shining through the window. He 
was about to say something, but then looked down at our hands. 


"What the fuck.. What did you do?" He was fully awake now. 


"Are you fucking kidding? You think | did this? I'd rather jump off a fucking cliff than be locked to you." He 


gave me an annoyed look. 
"Well who did it then?" 
"| don't know, you idiot. | woke up like five minutes ago." 


The door suddenly opened and Lars walked in, holding a cup of coffee in his hand. There was a big, stupid grin 
on his face when he looked at us. It didn't take a genius to figure out who was behind all this. 


"Good morning guys! How are you enjoying your new arrangement?" 
My vision turned red. He was a dead man 
"Lars... Give me the key and | might bring your ashes back to Kirk later. Might." 


‘Sorry, | can't. This is for your own good." 


| started walking towards him, already raising my fist when | was suddenly yanked back. | looked at Jason and 
he was just sitting on his bed and looking at Lars. 


"Fucking move it, you asshole!” He didn't even look at me. 


"What do you mean for our own good?" For a guy who was literally attached to me, he found it terribly easy 
to pretend that | didn't exist. 


‘| mean that you guys need to figure some stuff out in your relationship. This is the only way we could come 
up with for you to do it, because acting polite and civilized isn't really an option by now." He gave me a pointed 
look, but Jason kept pretending that | wasn't there. 


"We? You brought Kirk into this too?" 


"Oh, not just Kirk The entire crew agreed to do this, everyone is fed up with your arguments. As | said, it's 


for your own good." 
"Lars, this is stupid. Give us the key." 


Jason stood up and | used it as an opportunity to finally get to my destination | dragged Jason a few steps 
towards Lars and grabbed him by his shirt. 


"Give. Me. The. Key." My voice was low and threatening. 


Jason pulled me by my hand and away from Lars. He was surprisingly strong considering that he was smaller 
than me. 


"Beating him up won't help, you fucking Neanderthal." He turned his attention back to Lars. "You do get how 
childish this is, right? Just take off the handcuffs and we.. Uh... We promise to discuss our relationship and 
why we don't get along. Right, James?" 

"Fuck off..." 


Jason glared at me. "With pleasure, but | happen to be attached to you at the moment. So let's try this again 
RIGHT, JAMES?" 


| just rolled my eyes. "Fine. We'll talk” 
"See? Come on Lars, stop being ridiculous and just take them off" 
| was immediately alerted when Lars started slowly getting closer to the door. 


"Don't you dare!" 


‘Sorry guys, | couldn't do it even if | wanted to. The key is not with me and I'm definitely not telling you where 
it is, so | suppose you have no choice, but to actually spend some time with each other. And | suggest you to 
hurry up, we have an important rehearsal at the venue tonight and your... situation would be kind of hard to 
explain to everyone. It would also make it impossible to play." 

After these words he practically ran towards the door. | tried to go after him, but dragging Jason behind me 
didn't exactly improve my speed. Lars was out of the bus and | could hear his fucking laughter slowly fading 
away outside. Fucking asshole.. | turned to Jason 

"Why the fuck were you just standing there, he got away!" 

"He didn't have the key. Lars isn't stupid, he wouldn't bring it here." 

"Maybe he didn't have it, but he knows where it is!" 

"And what would you do to make him tell you where it is? Actually beat him up?" 


| didn't answer. | DEFINITELY could've punched him. But | suppose | couldn't really beat him up.. Jason just rolled 


his eyes at me and started dragging me towards the door. 


"Let's just go outside. Lars said that everyone is behind this, but we'll definitely come across someone who 


finds this whole thing fucking ridiculous and will be willing help us." 

| suddenly stopped and yanked Jason backwards. 

"Fuck no! l'm not going outside like this, people will see me handcuffed to you!" 
"That's kind of the point, genius." 

"No." Jason started at me for a while, then threw his head back and sighed heavily. 


"Fine." He turned around and started dragging me the other way. "Come on, we need to find a paperclip or 


something, maybe we'll be able to unlock the handcuffs without a key." 

"Don't fucking order me around.. And do you even know how to pick a lock?" 

"No, but it's better than your brilliant, nonexistent plan" 

| wanted to say something back, but he had a point, we didn't have a different plan 


So we searched. We searched every single corner of that bus and found nothing. Not a single paperclip, bobby 
pin or even a pocket knife that would fit that lock It was fucking useless.. 


Lars' plan was absolute bullshit too, because me and Jason barely talked during the search or the small lunch 
break we took. Even when we did talk, it was usually just a few insults for moving too slowly or pulling on the 


handcuffs too hard. 


Fucking Newkid was dragging me around like a fucking ragdoll, completely ignoring the fact that | felt like shit. 


He apparently felt just fine himself which somehow made me feel even worse. 
My head was killing me. Suddenly | felt the contents of my stomach slowly rising up. 
"Can we sit down for a second..." 


Jason didn't even glance at me and continued rummaging through a cupboard, looking for something that wasn't 


fucking there. | could already feel that disgusting feeling of acid in my mouth. 
"Do you want to remove these fucking handcuffs or not? There has to be something in here...” 


"Jason." The fact that | used his actual name caught his attention. "lm not feeling very well. The hangover and 


everything..." 


He was now fully turned to me, his eyes almost seemed concerned. He probably didn't want to be covered in 


vomit. 
"Shit, you're pale. Are you gonna throw up?" 


Before | even got to answer his question, he was already dragging me to the small bathroom we had on our 
tour bus that had a toilet and a small shower squeezed into it. 


| briefly noticed that he wasn't dragging me by the handcuffs like he did before, this time he actually held my 


wrist. 
| had to shoo that thought away though, it took all my concentration not to throw up right at that moment. 


Jason led me into the bathroom and pushed me to my knees. He sat down on the ground beside me himself, so 


| didn't have to hold my hand in the air. 


Bending over was really all it took and | threw up. All the food | ate yesterday and today mixed with alcohol 
violently left my body. It felt so fucking nasty that my eyes got a little teary. 


At some point during this not particularly pleasant process | felt a hand collecting all my hair and pulling it out 


of the way. 


When my stomach was finally empty, | just sat down on the floor and took a few seconds to get my breath 


back. At first Jason didn't say anything, he just looked at me. Finally he did speak. 
"Let's go get you some water and lay you down" 


lm not that sick, you know.." The thought about having to get up made the bathroom floor seem much more 


comfortable all of a sudden. 
"Maybe, but if there's even a one percent chance that I'll end this day not only handcuffed to you, but also 
thrown up on, I'd like to prevent it” | smirked and he hesitantly smiled back at me. Well this was something 


new... 


He helped me to get up, grabbed some water on our way to the bunk beds and led me to his bed, because, and 
| quote, "There's no way in fucking hell that I'll be standing here with my goddamn hand up the entire time." 


| slumped down on the bed and Jason sat down on the floor beside it. 

"Are you just going to sit there?" 

"Do you have any other bright ideas?" 

There was technically enough room here for two.. "No." 

"Exactly. So yes, I'm just going to sit here." 

"Suit yourself... 

Despite the fact that | was lying in the bottom bunk, Jason still had to hold his hand at an odd angle that 
seemed really uncomfortable. Its not like | cared or anything.. but | threw my hand over the edge of the bed, 


so he could lower his. Jason looked over at me and gave me a thankful smile. 


| just drank some water and closed my eyes enjoying not feeling like absolute shit for a while. | don't know how 


much time passed, but when Jason's voice broke the silence, it startled me. 
"You called me Jason" 
There was a brief pause. | guess | did.. 


"Well yeah, that's your name, isn't it? Cause it would be so fucking awkward if after all this time you turned 


out to be George or something." 
Jason quietly chuckled in his raspy voice. It was a pleasant sound.. 


"Is just that you never call me by my real name. IT was weird, that's all” 


Another pause. "Good weird or bad weird?" 


"Good.. | guess." There was silence again and it got a bit awkward. "Maybe Lars does have a point. We're 


constantly fighting for no fucking reason whatsoever.” 
| do have a reason, you're an annoying piece of shit." 


My tone wasn't really serious, so Jason just gave me an annoyed look and pulled at the handcuffs. | laughed. 


Jason smirked too, but then his face got serious again. 
"| mean.. Do you have a reason to hate me?" 


"| don't hate you.. You're just easy to argue with and its kinda fun to challenge you. But you do get a bit 
annoying sometimes.." Good job Lars, you actually got me talking about my feelings. Motherfucker.. 


"Like when?" 


"| don't fucking know. Sometimes you just enter a room and | can't not notice your presence. That gets on my 


nerves." 

| fully turned my head to look at Jason and saw that he was already looking at me. 

"My existence gets on your nerves? | knew you can't fucking stand me, but for fuck's sake." 
"That's not what | meant" 

"If you hate me so much, just fucking say it, there's no need to.." 

"Jason" 

"No, if you're gonna treat me like a piece of shit, at least have the guts to admit." 


| didn't get a chance to hear what | had to admit, because | quickly lifted myself up, cupped his cheek with my 
free hand and silenced him with my lips. 


It didn't last long. He didn't respond, so | pulled away, but still held my face close to his. 
"Just... Shut up. | don't fucking hate you, got it?" 


Jason just looked at me with wide eyes and | waited for an explosion of anger and disgust to happen, but it 


never did. He glanced at my lips, slowly leaned in again and hesitantly kissed me. 


His lips were soft and it felt fucking amazing. Some sort of tension in the back of my head that | always felt 
when he was around suddenly went away. 


He used his free hand to stroke my hair. The gentleness of the kiss soon wasn't enough for me and | wanted 


more. 
| pulled away from Jason and looked at the twisted way that he was sitting on the ground. 
"That doesn't look very comfortable.. Care to join me?" 


Jason wordlessly got up from the floor and climbed on the bed, next to me. | fully turned my body his way 


and reconnected our lips. 


He was so warm and his body fit perfectly against mine. Arguing with him was entertaining, but | quickly 
concluded that this was even more fun. 


| felt Jason's tongue against my lips, asking for entrance and | gladly granted it. Soon we were basically making 


out. 
| wasn't really happy to admit it, but there was no other way to say it. | wanted him. 


Without breaking the kiss | pushed Jason to lie on his back and climbed on top of him. Suddenly he put his 
hands on my chest, pulling my hand that was handcuffed to his away from his side. 


"James. I'm not sure that l'm really ready to.. Well, you know." 


He refused to make eye contact and looked very uncomfortable. | turned his attention back to me with a light 
kiss on his forehead. 


"Hts ok, we don't have to do it if you don't feel comfortable” He locked confused. 

"Isn't that why this whole thing is happening? Because you're horny and happen to be locked to me?" 

| just smirked, rolled back to where | was lying before and pulled him into my arms. 

'No.." It was barely a whisper, but | felt Jason snuggling into my chest as | said it. 

We didnt speak, just enjoyed each other's comfort, After a while Jason's breathing became deep and slow. | 
looked down and saw that his eyes were closed. He looked so calm (cute) when asleep... | couldn't fucking hate 


him. 


| tried not to fall asleep myself the best | could, but while being this comfortable, | had no chance. 


Lars’ POV 


The sun was already setting outside and our rehearsal was going to start soon. James and Jason haven't left 


the tour bus and it was honestly a bit worrying. 


Their banters never turned violent which was frankly unusual for James, but one of them always had a 


chance to storm out before things got too serious. Now it was literally impossible. 

| couldn't even hear yelling or things getting smashed. This suspicious peace could either mean that my plan 
worked and I'm a fucking genius or that they both just chose to slit their wrists instead of spending an entire 
day with each other. Honestly, both options were possible. 


Our crew started gathering for the rehearsal while me and Kirk were jamming on our own. Kirk finally took off 


his guitar and walked up to my drums. 


"Lars, let's not wait any longer, just go and check on them. If they actually managed to solve something, it's 


great, but if they didn't just let them go and forget this whole thing," 

"How much time do we still have until the rehearsal?" 

"Like thirty minutes, maybe less. Come on, just go!" 

"The last time | went to check on them, James almost attacked me. Twice." 

"And that's exactly why we shouldn't wait any longer! They're probably both lying in a puddle of blood by now!" 
| couldn't help, but chuckle at how terrified Kirk was. "You're being overly dramatic." 

"Lars, please." The genuine concern in his eyes won me over. 

Ok, fine..." 


| got up and walked outside, towards the tour bus. It was dead silent and | didn't really know what to expect. | 
opened the door and quietly walked inside. What | saw there almost made me laugh out loud. 


James and Jason were on one of the bunks, sleeping in each other's arms. That was the most adorable fucking 


thing I've ever seen in my life. 


Jason was snuggled up to James like he was a huge teddy bear and James was resting his chin on the top of 
Jason's head while protectively holding him with his free arm. 


| tiptoed closer to them, placed the key on the table where they couldn't possibly miss it and quickly left. As | 


was walking back into the venue, Kirk was already waiting for me. 


"Well? How did it go? How are they?" 
"Oh, they're fine. Let's just give them fifteen more minutes.” 


| walked past Kirk and headed towards the backstage entrance. | could hear him shouting "What the hell are 
you so happy about?" behind me. 


